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THE YOUNG MAN FROM OOLLEGE.
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In [ f while wine
hitng 0, Preparea in o bowl
a | kK layor of fresh, strong
| violets loa -.--.'L'.-'.--\n I'hao
eavo nok s parfiamed flavor
he mixture, much to the King's tnste,
as Lidwie was so fond ol wiks that
the air nround him was genoral ¥ Ix do-
lent of perfum Fhe faocey cost him
dguite L10 dully
Mrs. Mark Hopkins recently gove n
~'u."|_|u||'l|||'|._.;. mare gl n ‘_-..-'---u|..|::<!i
it Great Barrvingeton, Mass
wrs don’t know what todo |
. for they eannot ailord to
w=tor's silary to enable him |
to keep up his 100,000 establishment,

and the orenn wets oul of order so ofton
that it entadly much extra expenso tin

koep it in repiuir

Laghtning struck a house in Volun-
town, Conn., the other night, and, after

ripping up thing= g nerally, the current

divided into two (e woent o a honse

near by, Killing n gont on the way;
struok a girl, burned her stocking and
shoe off. and blistered and partialiy
|'-'\!';l‘\.' wl her o I'ie other current
wont off st right angles from the first,

damnged a pig pen, and knocked down

y horse 1n an sadjacent barn,

H Florida has many morn bova like
Mortimer and Roland Banting of Madi-
on her fature | red. ‘These little
fellows—they are 13 and 11 vears old—

and and planted it with corn anid cot-
orked the erops earefully,
and have good prospects of an abund-
s ralsinge enongh
10 large family of
their father, who is an invalid,

George Lubish and G. MeCarthy, of
S‘\Tl i':;\ln"n'l-, weore t;'- .1'- f‘!' lhl_' :1lf- =
tions of n voung woman, amd agreed to

ton. have wor

tablos to supply

ant vield I'lits bes

settlo t claims according
to ring rules In the presence of over
half a hondred friends they fought
thirty-six rounds withont any advant-
age ‘on elthor aide The contestants

then agreed (o sot he controversy hy
means of the diee.  The dice rolled. out
in favor of .\II"'Z'E!‘_\. and he l}l'il‘,]rfl'!l
with the eirl on his arm

Mrs. Harriet Beochey Stowe has an-
nouncad o her timate friends her
lv':'l'l'.:l.h".lf retitog nt from the lter A\r'y
rorid,  *The or of ‘Uncle Tom’s
"abin® is no longer the strong woman
ol & fow vears ago,”” says the Boston
Transeript, *her constant watching by
Bhe bedside of hor dying husband baving
raq 4 ;_\ ghottersd ber health, as it
has reduced the robust physical frame
» merely n skeleton.  For more than
ightecn months, with searcely an inter-
uption, has the affectionate wife re-
mained 't hor hoshand's side, reading
nd singing to him ns he lingers through
he days and nights waiting for the end
Bhat is not far off. Mis. Stowe is 75
ars of age, and, sMhough she retains
livaly interest in the current events in
braet that she may gratify the desires
o her invalid husband. the famous
iter is content that her work is done.
¢ roturns from her work have for-
janately placed her in comfortable eir-
mmstances.”
Paul Hamilton Hayne, the Southern
pot, who has just died at the age of 55
ears, was a man of highly sensitive

ustrious.  He bad a picturesque home
ear Augusta, Gn.—a little house on the

semis on & rongh bench that he had

. Rives Pollard, editor of Southern
Ppinion, 0 literary and political week-
published in Richmond, offered a

Var of the Rebellion. Mr. Hayne won
he lgm lwith hll:h"()::m in
deld.” In Mr. Hayne
e “'W" IS

Tue CLARION,

Commencement E:

" Normal ituh

Community, sud the visitors from a dis
t&nece numbered ns muany us could have
been expected. It wis the fourth an
fGudl Commeneement of thisexcellent in-

cXpress un opinion regarded theses ex

| ercises &s the best the sehool has ye!

EIVERN.

On Tuoesday night the Commencement

Appears to have in his labor, was, we are
n no litle degree infused

ikl O say

i
into the young people conlfrgnting him.
He spoke of the Christian grace

given by Paul, aud snowed the 1

f thelr |

wesessed by

man and young Iady i beginning ac

Hework, Hiz sermon was highiy ¢

ble 1o himself and duly appr

eXtending lrom nine

k, the present and past pragustes

have this vear rentod twelve acres of | - o foiy y
| eredd by any student in the Teachers

ature, modest, and remarkably In-
op of a hill surrounded by a few acres
uncultivated Iand. e wrote his
1 in building the cottage. In 1866

ze of #100 for the best poem on the

A e
of the young
speeches to Lhe

subjects which he announced, nnd a

P Ful re tiun wis given i_—.‘. AL {an
~usi¢ . Dunn ck of Ages Al
e o' elock, the of dispersion and
leparture, the evening s euntertalomen
L) | I tiere was anyone whno did
ot en1oy himsell to the Tull extent of
he e4 aped the observation of
your correspundent Wwas oo courtenous
p let it b disgovered,
I hu iy night the

[eachers” Department

wddresses. The first speech on the pro
ramme wis omitted: “Petruchie and
this Kate,” by Mr. J. J. Blythe, This
vua regretted by the audience, as Mr

By Ulie Das quate & reputation amung his
A0S R speREer wnd with has fine
f humor never fails to please his

pearers, at Lhe same time presenting has
heme 1o such & manoer thal it 18 clear
¥ utderstonl.

Miss Susie 1. Dunn, of Enterprise,
VMiss., spoke upon Scott’s “Lady of the
Laske Huad the chivalreus James
I itz James beheld ber this night as she
Ghielt pidddding tur the release of Hoder
ck 1iiu, we qumagine it would have re
juired consideraiile effort on his part to |
i Lhve ChiRin ) -,;-ru;'l'vt'lﬂnlnrnlll-'lllh
wnd Uiy the clasp in Eilen's hand,” so
wueh would he have Deen allirac ted vy
er beauly Her elocutionary talent is

a high order, and Juined to her own

the Leauties ol her sd
< (luite an attraction on the

vie, 1, C. Hughes, of Delay, Miss,
apoke of Nl 1o an address ol Iit-
naninutes,  Flis appesarince on Ui
v wis Tree lrom nll e arrussment §
v spoke Bsturally, with no abtempt @t
Falury W sltupie, pain presentation ol

privcipies of Mibilism

BT 171 1.-.”;_,‘\:.1 1s Fresuii=
i Gulrol ¢l any govern
IS b w Lhese resulis lrom s
i pulpries nla s le alrudclious |-.|_~ 1
fae Ul our cities, showing tbal bhe Lthor

ehly undersvowid liss subject, 1o all its

L tal Wy, Mlughes sowpie Latgunge
stied paturel gesiures show Lthat he is ho
rapger Lo pubie appesrduce, or it a
sttsuper, nob 1 the jeast atraid OF (L
My, J. L. Loeogest next sSpoke upun bt ¥
Withiam Wallace, the Scottish  Patriot.

M, Laongest 1s o bandsome man—LUall,
sUraiglit, andl well tormed, snd in gener
al bas the appesrance ol an ordtor.  But
iplortunately s ordation wis not Lhor
Ehly e orized, sand when half fin-
vl lis wediory I-l-;\-’,'»l treacherous,
{ there wans a paintul pause of a mwin-

wie or more belore he succeeded in re
covering the lost thread of his Epeed h,

[ue ctinracter and story of Antonio
were well |1|_--{1[T"'1 1'-\ Miss M. E. M
er, Of Crrepnauan, I he noble trnits of this
Clirlstian mun lost mothing in the hands
il the young lady. Mixa ,"li:‘\'r spedks
well

“I'he Southern Historian, Statesman
and Philanthropist Alex. H. I‘":u'plnn-,

% Lhe "i""'i"‘"" I:qnlmum.-"l hiim, wus

| carried trom birth to death, and all im-
| poriant acts of his life in  his triple

composition Tully reviewed by Mr. J. G.
svaue, of l:u}h"‘ | P He o« \‘llilit‘tl

| unly about ten minutes, yet if any sudi-

tor s Lo procure a ;-m.l outline ol

| the lite of Mr. Stephens, it was not the

spenker’s tault.  Mr, sloane's limited
vme ¢l not allow Gim to perfect his
sentences or round off his pvr'lml---r but as
an example of condensing with sound
judgmenr—of putting much in htole—
We have rarely heard his speech ex
celled,

[be sad history of Josephine, the
beautiful, gifted, but ill fated wife of
Naupoleon, was told by Miss Cora Thomp-
son, of Cranesville, Tenn. The language
used by this young lady was chaste and
elegnnt, her sentences all polished but
weighted down with no uvseless orna
ments. Her own appearance wonder-
fully composed snd “oatural, She was
the calmest and most graceful of all on
the stage Thursday nigh?.

Considered as a1 whole, your corre-
spondent judged the speech of Mr. K.
k. Wilkerson, of Sparta, Miss., on the
‘Urusades”’ to have been the best de.dv-

Class. We imagine it requnired much
time and & deal of mental lubor for Mr.

| Wilkerson to be able to give so good a

sketeh of the Crusade. By cultivating
tiis voice he will make an attractive
.-t['\‘,'lkt"r.

Friday evening, at 2 o'elock, the
yearly Exposition began. This is an
unmigque feature of the Institute. All
the written papers the students have
prepared duning the eotire year are
exposed to the critical eye of any
who may wish to examine them
All the visitors have the privilege of
asking questions and the students
promptly answer, or attempt to. Be

| sides, experiments in Philosophy, Chem-

istry, and tbe Sciences ure performed
Ihe manner in which the studenss
wanipulated the apparatus and per-
turined the experiments migneé, re-
vealed that they thoroughly under-
stood what they were about.

Friday night the gradustes in the
Scientitiv Course spoke. Miss M. J.
Bengon, of Harm Avis, Miss,, gave a

| peautiful skewch of Hinda, the heroine

of Tom Moore's Fire-worshipers. The
theme was poctical in its nature, and
the spesker extracted all the poetry and
rhyme, presentiog it in simple language.

Mr. Stone Deavours discossed Mil-
ton's Hades. He pitched his voice to
such & key in the beginning, that it was
very laborious Lo sustain it.

Mr, C. K. Dunn, of Enterprise, Miss.,
unrolled a large, well-drawn map of the
bartle of Waterioo, and with pointer in
hand, proceeded to i1l all about it. His
gestures had not been practiced suffi-
ciently, and he required prompling sev-
eral times. He talked very pleasantly
in 4 conversational way.

Miss Cordelis Hale, of Rara Avis,
Mass., related the story of Miles Stan-
dish’s Courtship in an sagreeable man-
ver, varying the cold facts with short,
appropriate quotations from Lougfel-
=51 e by

ofthe Iuks

The Commencement exercises of the
Ivka Nommavn Issoroue began Taes-
day evening, July 20th, and closed on
the 234, Throughout the exercises
much interest was manifested by the
people of the town and surrounding

stitution, and every one whom we m—ar»l]

and oot being able to recall his

passed by Ry oOf t

sympathv He was the last

no

allowed 10 __'.'---\\ i
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Ire

-.}n-«_-x-!-., wae maguit
large, hundsome boguets were nis re

iz hand.
Miss Annie I‘ T'|ih"!2 of }!!'ﬂli"l.j-

woman in

» who had gone

tunately his memory

r 8 pause took hiv seat. It st
sujd, however, that =0 mucl

address as was delivered, was not sur
o evening. Mr. |

Watson was universally liked by his

i

lassmates, and had their profoundes:

SrehKer

H. A. Dean then ¢

cellent. s D

FREANCISCO PIZARRO,

Born In Shame and Reared Among

Swine, e Conguers Fame nnd
Fortune

Perbaps the history of the westorn
HEImis I a more
wond of 1 de man
than ¢ found n the person of
Frane rro. & centleman who
CATIM = about 1510, intending
1o c i ountrs

Ms y horn @t Truxillo,
Spain, about 1471 His father wasa
Span s of foot and his mother
WIS A peasantl  eir who admired and
respctaod insl colona very
much, but felt that lrad seruples
ahont marrineg vnil ilthoneh vears
afterward Frupciseo tried his boest to
Make o mal Lyi
mother, they wers nove

n the
We can hardly imagine
than the condi-
rustle for
black-and-tan
iile his father played

old siedge on the frontior in the recular
army  anmd

s mother stood on her

I
ad and wrote her elear-box
lie atmosphere at the rink

Poor little Pizarroe had none of the

modern advantaces, therefore, and his

extremoly  erude. The

historian says he grew up a  bold,

ol man. He eame to
rinish-Amorien
hie nge of 39 yoars and assisted Mr.
Balbon m discovering the Pacilic Ocean

Huaving heard of the existence of Pern |

with all its wealth, Pizarro seccured a
band of scit-made men bike himself
and I ont for that provinece for the

purpose of conguering it it he liked it

and bringing home some sold silver
tenpots and  eold-lined eard-receivers.

He was engaged in gathering this line

of rood= nnd workinge them off on the

pawnbrokers for twenty-one years, dur-
ine which time he dul not et killed,
but continued to enjoy a reasonable e
grive of health and =treneth.

Althongh Pern at thut time was guite
densely populated with an  industriovs
and wealthy cluss of natives, Pizarro
snbdoued her with 110 foot soldiers

armed with old-fashioned muskets that |

had these full-olown barrels, with muz-

zles on them like the business end of a
tuba horn, sixty-seven mounted men,
and two toy cannon loaded with carpet-
tacks. With no edocation, and, what
was still harder to bear, the inner con-
sciousness that his parents wern  plain,
common, every-day people whose posi-
tion in life would not advanece him in
the estimation of the Peruvians, he
battled on.  His efforts were crowned
with suecess insomuch that at the close
of the vear 1532 peace was declared and
he could breathe the free air once more
without fear of getting a bronze arrow-
head mixed up with his kidneys when
his back was turned. “For the first
time in two years," says the bistorian,
“Pizarro was able to take off his tin
helmet and his sheet-iron corset at
night when he lay down to rest, or un-
dismaved to go forth bareheaded and
woaring only his erinkled seersiicker
cont and a pair of sandals at the wi-
light hour and till midnight wander
alone amid the famous guano groves of
Pern,™”

Such is the history of a man who
never even knew how to write his own
name. He won fame for himself and
great wealth without an education or a
long, duark-blue lineage. Pizarro was

like Job. Yon know, we sometimes

sing:
On, Job, he wus a fine young ad,
King glory halleinjah.
His heart wis good but his biood wns bad,
Sing glory hnlielajah.

So Pizarro could not brag on his
blood and his edueation was not elassi-
eal. He could not write his name,
though he fried faithfully for many
yvears. Day after day during the cam-
paign, and late into the night. when
the yaller dogs of Lima eame forth with
their Peruvian bark, he would get his
orderly sergeant to set him the copy:

“Paul may plant and Apollinaris
water, ‘t‘ml it is Gzod that giveth the in-
Crease.

Then Pizarro would bring out bis
writing material and bhis tongue and
try to write, but he never conld do it
His was not a studious mind. It was
more on the knock-down-and-drag-out
order,

Pizarro was made a marquis in after
{]o.ars. He was also made a corpse.

e acquired the latter position toward
the close of his life. He, at one time,
married the inca’s daughter and found-
ed a jong line of grandees, marquises,
and macaroni scalptors. whose names
may be found on the covers of imported
cigar boxes and in the topmost tier of
wrought-iron resorts in our best peni-
tentiaries.

Pizarro lived a very busy life during
the conquest, some daznhmngu many
as seventy and eighty Peruvians be-
tween sun and sun., But death at last

PRESIDENTIAL LOVES.
the Wives and Sweat-

hearts of Our Ralers.

land. He spoke of the Home Rule
bi'l with uuderstanding, and showed
wherein the woes of Ireland would be
Sermon was preactied in the Methodist [ alleviated were it to be sccepted by
church, by Rev J. A. Francis, of Cor | Parliamuent. His cooclusion, a= indeed
inth. He is ecompuratively a young | his whol
mintster, and the enthusiasam which hie |
| ward, and the congratulations of all

who conld find an opportunity to grasp

Something About

Five |

nde, who had cherry

more than ord
Her name was

eeper in Salem,
r when he was

spoke. Her subject, Portia, the

1 by her death

among other wild expressions,

Diwer he recon

he began to quote,

ore him, | ; — . i3 .
I identified with him, becinnine—
should the spirit of mortal be proud?

was thinking of

+ afterwards, when he
was nsked by
an old friend as ¢ -
love for Aune l
| loved her deariy.
rl, and would have

. and he said, I
She was a handsome
made g cood
erred the =
degrees, Sixteen students receiving the
degree of Bachelor of Didactics; twelve,
thiat of Bachelor of Science. We must
t omit to mention the music with
which the sudience was regaled during
the intervals between speakers, It was

locking woman, Mary Owens,
with whom he beesme acquainted about
a vear after Anne Rutle
ion of him, he wrote a letter to |
ad Mrs, (. H. Browning, saying
had been inveigled into lm:; ing
wddresses to Miss Owens,
ing refusoed he found he ecared more

and ]lrnl]pr wod |

*I most emphatieally in
w foul of my s | f,
never more to
and for this reason—
be satisfied with any
| enough to have

| der

hink of marryir

o after this that
redd to Miss Mary Todd, a
woll-educated, rosy brunette of Lexing-
. Who was visitic
| where Lincoln

Ilinois Legislature

at Springtield,

1 Lineoln and

ns and ‘.\!'l"'l"-"l Lin-
Lincoln became suddenly ill, and
han o vear before the mar-

finally in Spr
began their m:
the Globe Hotel at
vears old at this time and Mary

and the r'ulnnlu'

lite by boarding at

A nnmber of the
in love more
have sufferad o of love unre-
Irving says that
Gen Washington had a serious ]'r:q,;-il_(;l'l
at 15 for some

The son of President
tantly related to the W
, tells me that the e W tried to win

ary of l':-n':"\',

Warwick countyv, Va
Washineton, who |
paid attention to mone but prospective
acted by one of
s a poor Major
rode on horscback to War-
ounty, and called npon Col. Cury,

| gentleman with a ruifled

heiresses, wis much at

Cary, astitf o
Washington,

".\Ié\_‘. I inguire,

vou to honor

Maj. Washington
that be had come
pay his addresses to Miss ¢
view to marrying :

Iy

Colonel, *I would have yvou understand
that my daughter rides m her own ear-
¢ your business yon
may as well moumt your horse, sir, and

ringe: and ifthat b

Miss Cary afterwards married a man
named Ambior, 1 member of one of the
families of Virginia.
present at the celebration
place afier the surrender at Yorktown,
when she sauw Wash-
honored she fainted

and it is said that
ington so highly

mistake she had made in not marrying

A year or two after this, when Wash-
ington had
years of age, he fell in love with May
New York heiress, at
spent o week.
authorities are divided as to whether he
roposed to her or not.
rwowever, that he was slighted and went
away very angry, and it is charged that
he earried his
aiding in the contiseation of the Phillips
estate after the Revolution had become
a success and his love had

John Adams' love affairs were numer-
In 1764, the year in which he was
married, he writes in his diary:

“] was of an amorous disposition, and
very early, from 10 to 11 years of age, |
was very fond of the society of females,
| 1 shall draw no characters nor give any

enumeration of my vouthful flames
| would be comsidered as no compliment
to the dead or the living.
say: they were all modest and virtuous
girls, and always
character through life.
matron ever had ecause to bl
sight of or regret her acquaintance with
These reflections, to
me consolatory beyond expression, I am
able to make with truth and sincerity;
and I presume F am indebted for this
blessing to my education.”

Jefferson’s first love oecurred when
' he, a youth of 19 years, was going to
college at Williamsbu
rata was Rebecca Burwell,
ters of this date are fuill of herand his
He devotes many pages to his
grief over losing a watch-paper whick
she had cut for him. and Christmas-
day, 1762, he wrote a letter about his
sweetheart to his friend John Page
which would have filled, says Parton,
twelve modern sheets of letter paper.
He was continoally comparing her to
the loves of the poets, and copies of love
songs written by Jeflerson at this time
are still in existence.
year before he broached the subject of
' in & stammering way at a ball.
Miss Burwell did not give him an ex-
Iy, and a short time afterwards
found she was engaged to auvother.
(*Carp"), in

No virgin or

His anamo-
and his let-

He sighed for a

—Frank G.
Lippincott's Magasine.

A Maine Father.

This is how an ¢ld gentleman proved
to his son that he was not so old as his
1 h g mlt:f g h. b
vard horse,” ~lookin gh. but
worthless as ugooamdﬁnr. gﬂmwd to

rid of him, and so one day he put &
end of his whip and
nto the son's

The Scont—1864,

As 1 ride with a keen lookout throughout
the trvwn,
In the wind of the Autumn biowing free,
You lean from your open window down,
And 1 radse my free to your own, cherie!
I press my lips 10 toe rose 0 your bajr,

And wish it was one of the two om your

fnoe:
IT 1 were up in the window there,
Would you give me & last embrace?

I hnee been mther snid Idreamed of a day
How the wind of the Autumn is blowing
froeel)
When the ratt
And the wir
me
That love s the hest, whatever hetlde,
And tihe Jour

» of snbres would pass awsay,
s wonld whasper to you und

ik .li i
In the al

This very moment [ eateh the beat,
Omn the wind of the Autumn blowing free,
Of asgquadron passiog with muffled feet
By oe mii, who are hunting me,
If they find me—i shotl—1 am wounded,
Wt ,

£s 20 fulr to see:
for die Al your feet,
i, Cherfe!

One 1ouch of the o
If they drag m

You must kKiss mo
—J. Estens Cook. it Bivouse.

Master of the Mine.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.

“The vicione of the enrth wore gone and god—
He spw the glant sea above his head,’
Keat's Endymion
CHAPTER L
A PROLOGUE, AND THE FIRST SCENE.

In n large wooden bullding not far from
the seashore, a ballding attached as school-
house to “Munster's Boarding
‘ Gentlemen,” 1, Hugh Trelawney,
1 searcely ten years old, was moping
aloneg I haid only arrived two days before
rom London, where I had parted from my

f
| father. a traveling Jecturer in the cause of

what was then known as the New Moral
World, My mother had long been dead, and
1 had led a somewhat neglected life, some-
times accompanying my father on bis wan-
- more often being left to the care, or
carclessness, of strangers. At Iast 1 had
been sent to Southampton to complete s very
perfnoetory education.

It was afternoon, and a balf-holuday ; my
new selioni-Te
For mysell, | was too usend to Joneliness to be
very misemble. I merely fell an outcast for
thie time being. amd took no interest what-

Hows were plaving close by.

ever in my pew associitions

As Isat thus, I must have fallen into a

brown stwdy, from which a «light sound |

startied me,

Looking up. I met the flash of two dark
eyes which were intently reearding me,

“Are vou the new bov?” sald a clenr voiee

I nodded, and stared at wy interrogator, 4
girl of sbout my own age, whose black eye-
ows were Rnitted in a way very eurious in
s voung o ehild as she seemed

er arms and neck were bare, and she wus
fonidling a kitten, whose bright eyes and lis-
som movements seemed to have something
in common with her own beauty, T noticed,
too, that she wore euarrings, and that they
tening.

were very hright and

“What is vour nnme? she continoed, in |

the same clear guestioning  tone, altogether
with the manner of a superior who was not
to be tritledd with.

“Hugh.™

“Hugh what™’

“IMugh Treluwney,™

I felt soanewhat overawed by the tone of
the little lady, who, to my boyvish eyes, seem-
ed much more my senlor than she was in
realiny.

She eontinoed to regard me with the same
keen serotiny, and then said, looking at my
attire:

“Who is dead '

I still wore black for my mother, and, with
a somewhat faltering volee, I told her so.

She did not seem surprised, and expressed
no sympuithy; but, walking to the school-
room window, looked out, saying, “Why

| don't vou go ont and play with the other |

Doy’

“I don't care about play. I am tired.”*
“Tired with what®”" she questioned, quick-
I made no reply, for 1 was not prepared for
the guestion, I had meant to imply that 1
was low-spirited and dull, but had not cared
o confess so much in S0 many words,

sShe understood me, however, and,although
she seemed indifferent to my  condition,
troubled me with no more questions

Cilad to direct her attention from myself,
for her bright eves troubled me and made me
feel ashamed, T stooped down and stroked
the Kitten, which she had placed upon the
floor. Even as I did so, I could feel her eyves
still fixed upon me; but when 1 looked up
again with an annoyed expression, she turn-
ed her eves away, and laughed.

This imboldened me, and | began to ques-
tion in my turn.

“Are yvou the schoolmaster's daughter®™?

At this she laughed the more—so brightly
and pleasantly, with such a good-humored
sympathy with my blunder, that my first im-
prission of her began to improve, and I saw
that, besides being a rather imperions, she
wasa very pretly, young lady.

“Why do you langh?” 1 remarked.

“At you,” she replied; “becanse you take
me for Mr. Munstor's child. 1 am a stranger
here, like yourself., My people live farawny
in South Ameriea, and are very rich. My
maother is dend, and 1 don’t remember her,
My father bas sent m@ here to be taught:
but 1 shiall soon go ek to him.  Have yow
a father?” she added, quickly.

1 nodded,

“Is he kind to you, and was it he that sent
yon to school™ she asked.

But without waiting for my reply to her

| questions, she continned, “My father cried

when I left him, though he i=a great man,

and when he gave me these earrings, bhe told

me my mother had worn them befors me,

and he kissed them,  We live far away from
| here, in a brighter place. Don’t you hate En-
gland?”

This was rather a startling query, but be-

ing in a state of mind bordering on disgust

for life in general, 1 readily assented. Her

eyes gleamad.

“1t is a dreary place,” she cried; “dull and
misorable, and it rains nearly every day. But
it 18 different where | come from. Itis al-

wayvs bright there, and there are flowers
everywhere, and the trees are tull of fruit:
and there are bright insects, and beautiful
snakes without stings, that can be taught to
twine round your neck, and feed out of your
{ hand.”

As she spoke thus, indeed, it seemed that I

was transported to the land of which she
spoke; hier eyes were so sparkling, her face
so bright and sunny, her form so foreign in

its slender beauty—and her earrings glisten-

e, and her beautiful ivory teeth gleamed—

and I saw her walking in that land, & woun-

der among all wonders there, with fruits and

flowers over her hend, and brilliant insects
flonting roond bher. and luminons snakes
gleaming hanuless in her path, and dusky
slaves waiting upon her and dolug her eourt-
esies. For it must be borne in mind that I
had beena studious boy, fond of reading
wild books of travel and adventure, and of
pleturing in my mind the wonders of foreign

lands.  Muoch that [ had fancied of dwellers

in distant regions was realiZed in the face I
now beheld for the first time.

At what age is 2 beautiful human ereature

—and more partienlariy one belonging to the
gentler sex—insensible to admimtion” 1am
ecertain that my new friend perceived mine,

timid glaneces of my eyes.

When she next spoke, her elear impstuons
tone was greatly changed and softened, and

£8E7
il

! jooked 8t the ground, peéepeda atl her, ana
Her expression did not change.
“] ean do you know mueh,™ she contin- |

much before®”
1 explained to her, as well as possible, that
my acquircments were very slender Indeed. |
and merely consisted of the struy crumbs of
knowledge which 1 bad been enabled to pick
up at day schools in the various towns where
my father had resided during my childbood.
In point of fact, 1 was a thoroughly unceniti-
wvated little boy, and had

never been eram
he solid pahulum so much in vogue
1 conld read and write,
e as far as the
vizh the first
Latin grawmmar: bat
had no accomplizh-

at our }..[!\::- schools

and knew arithme

all wns o chaos
| inclosure which shie had ree

I did pot explain all this to my interrogn-
tor; for I was too prowd.

“If'you are not clever, and know so little,”
observed the girl, thoughtfully, “take care of
the other boys. Why don't yon make friends
like to sit alone,
If there were giris here, 1
But boys are

| written in » large, bold hand, and ran as fol
and be sullen? | lows:
should make friends, 1 know.
different; they have cruel ways, and they
hate each other.™

All this was said in a tone rather of refiee-
tion than of conversation; and she still kept
her eves on the distant ships, as if from some
the carrent of

| s&¢ them agal y
SOCTEE SOUTRE [ loving tather, RODERICKE GRATAM.
thonghts was flowing.
“The boys hate me,” she pursned.
hi I am not proud, but 1
am quicker and cleverer than they are, and I
come from a better place.
cliss and at all things, except figures; and 1
have helped the biggest of them sometis
| when they were too stupid to understand
All this was a revelation to me. Until that
moment 1 had never supposed that my com-
panion’s place was among the common schol-
During my first two days In school she
had been absent—a eirommstance which she
soon explamned to me without any question-

1 beat them in the

Academy for |

“I have been away on & visit, and only re-
turned this moming, 1 do not come to school
sanseé 1 have headaches, and my
father will only have me learn when 1 please.
Now let us go down and Jook at the garden.,
and some of

every day, b

the fruit is ripe.”™

Still respectiul and submissive, 1 followed,
and wa were soon wandenng side by side in
the quiet garden in the neighborhomd of the
Ever and anon, as we walk-
ed, 1 heard the shouts and eries of my play-
mates; but they were wafted to me as from
o forsaken life.

A spell hat been passed upon me, and 1
the dream sur-
Years ebb backwand, elouds
| part, the old horizons come nearer and near-

er, and T am again
shiude of trees with the shining young face at
no longer recall looks
All becomes a tremaor.
face only, but the voice beeomes inarticulate,

What I remember last is
dissolving a =pell.
the house, and my eompanion uttered an ex-

| was in a dream,
rounds me still,

a sudden sound

“That is the bell for
“You had better g0,
And she ran before me up the path,
wis nearly out of sight among the sarden
ishes when,
vourage, apd ealled after her,
“What is your name
She nodded baek with a smile,

With thut she
maoment I stood bewllderad, and then, with
quite u new lzht in my eyes, 1 made the best
of my wiay into the house, and
boys at the tea-table,

bonrd, my new friend did not appear, and as
I munched my bread and botter, [ thonght
of her face with a kKind of dreamy plensure,
delicious to reenll even now,

NEMESIS INTERVENES,

In my hasty skoleh of school, 1 have made
the schoglmastor and
Inueed, so faras my present re-
trospection is concerned, they are nonenti-
ties: and they form part of my story only in
so much as they affectad
the leading actress in the life drama to which
these chapters are the prelude.

Munster was a feehl

little or no men

my relations with

looking but talented
fittie man, with & very high foreliead, which
he was constantly mopping with cold witer,
to subxine inondinate headaches:
Munster was a kKind creature, with an enor-
mous respect for her lord, and quite 4 moth-
erly Interest in us boys, she having no ehil-
dren of hier own.

The manner of these gond people was kind
toward all; but thelr treatment of Madeline
Graham was blended with a sense of restraint
almost bordering
that they had been instrueted
with more than ordinary solicitude,
was equally obvious that they were liberally
pald Tor 20 doi

It was obvious

oke Trom all restraiut, as was
stonally, their concern for her
personal wellure wis notl unmixed with a
foar lest open rupture might rob them of the
installments derivid
Madeline, on her side, was perfectly
In justice it must be
said, that she =oldom took unduoe  advantage
of her position.

The more I saw ol

conscious of this:

Madeline Gmalinm, the
more I observed ler manners and general
bearing, the more the thought of her possess-
ed me, and blended with my guietest dreams.
interview, she held some-
what aloof for many days, but her eyes were
constantly watehing me
meals, though without any approach to fur-
She seemed desirous
keeping me at a distanee, for reasons which
I conlid not possibly penetrate.

After that first
in school and at

ther familiarity.

exaegerated when she
hoasted of exceliing the other scholars in
brightness and
was extruordinary, and
all the energies of bovhood were easily mas-
tered by her quick and restiess braln.

She was taught with the rest of us in the
open school, and was generally at the head

Madeline had not

Her memory

It so happened that 1 myself, although in
many things dull and indiferent, was also
gifted with a memory of uncommon tenacity.
In all tasks which demanded the exercise of
this function 1 took a foremost place. Made-
line was my most formidable rival, and we
began, quietly at first, but afterward with
energy, to fight for the mastery.

The competition,
brought us closer to each other.

Madeline respected the spirit which some-
times subdued her, and I, for my part, loved
her the better for the humanizing touches of i
passion which my vietory frequently awak-

instead of severing,

We had been friends six months, the quiet
round of schiood Hfe had become fumiliar and
pleasant to me. when, one day, at breakfast,
I noticed that Munster wore a very troubled
expression, as he broke open the largest of a
number of leétters lying before him. The en-
velope was of peculiar yellow paper, and the
post-mark looked furelgn.

Madeline, who sat close by, turned white
and eager, and her great eyves fixed them-
selves on the strange missive,

Within the letter to Munster was a smaller
on#, which he handed to Madeline silently.

passad
Then, with a signifi-

cant look, he passed the letter to his wife,

e e e ey

the panden—a lavoriie resdt of ours. fhe

sun bad sonk, but bhis siowly feding

was <till tilting the quiet place, and the shad-
ows of trees and bushes were still distinet

upon the grouud,

1 had not been bere long when | heard the
foot 1 knew, and, turning, 1 beheld 1wy fittle

friend hastening toward me,

She was pale, but otherwise eompsed,

and zaid at onve;

“Have you heard that 1 am going away®

__Istammered something, 1 Enow not what;
it mus=t huve bedn imaudible. 1 had asharp,
choking sensatiim, amd drooped wy looks
from hers.

“1 have just got a letter from my fathor. 1
am to 7o back home immediately. Sec!”

So saying, pinced In my hand the small
ivind from Muon-
ster In the morming. Seeing my puzzled
look, she exclaimed:

“*You may read it.”

1 did read i, in one quick, painful glance.
I remuember every word of it now. It was

SMY 0WN DARLING LITTLE MADELINE.
You will hear fiom the good people with
whom you are living thut 4 great char
taken piace. and that youa must come home at
once. Wish a Kind good-Dye to all wour
friemuds in E mil: perhaps you may never
. Uoine without delay to your

Prepared as [ had been for the blow, it did
not fall so heavily as it might have done. 1
strugzled with wy feelings, amd choked daown
a violent temvlency o ory.

She perceived my  consternation, and was
herself moved. But there was a quick, strange
light in her eves, as If she were contemplat-
Ing something far away.

“I have prayved many a nizht that my fath-
er wonid send for me,” she said. thoughtfol-
Iy; “and now he has done so, 1 scarcely feel
glad, T am afraid there B something wrong
at home. Shall you be corry, Hugh, when 1
go’

At this open question I broke down utter
Iy, and burst into a violent sob.

She pat her hands in mine, and looked
earnestly into my face,

*1 thought you would be sorry. None of
them will miss me so mueh as you. We have
been great friends: I never thought 1 could
be sueh friends with a boy. 1 shall tell my
father of you, and he will like you, too. Will
yon kiss me, Huglh, and sa wil-bye™'

1 conld not answer for tears: but 1 put my
arms roundd her neek, and 1 did kiss her—a
pure, tre, loving boy's kiss, worth a million
of the kisses mon buv or steal in the broad
workd.

My tears moistened her cheek ns 1 did so,
but she did not cry hersalf

She was altogether calm and superior, bow-
ing down to my boshood, compassionating
and cherishing me: but in all possibility
sharing little of my intense personal passion.
Sha was nearer womanhood than I 1o man-
hood %girls always are more mature than
boys): and she ok my worship in gentie
state. A queen, Kissed by a royal subjeet,
could not offer her eheek more royally than
little Madeline offered her check to me.

Yet her manner was full of strong affee-
tion, too, She would miss me, 1 (el sure,

In the mid« of my agony, 1 found wonds
to inguire how soon our dreaded parting was
to take place. What was my astonishment
to hear that she was going to leave Munster's
At ones,

“There isa shipto sall in two days, and 1
must go away to Liverpool to-morrow  early
in the mormning. My poor father! There is
something very wrong indeed, and it will be
many a week before we meet, though the
ship should sail ever so fast.™

As 1 write, recollection darkens, the sun
sinks behind the lintle garden; the little
shape fades awny, and it is dark night. I
seem o remember no more.

But whit is this that gleams ap befors me?

It is the faint gray light of dawn. 1 have
been in a very disturbed sieep, and am awak-
ened by a harsh sound in the distanee, It is
the sound of earringe wheels .

I start up; it is davlight.

I hear a hum of voices inthe house below.
Without awakening any of my eompanions
in the room, I creep to the window, and look
out,

How ebilly looks the cold damp world out-
side! How pitiless amnd cold lie the dews on
the leaves all around! I shiver, and my
henrt achies.

A traveling-carringe stands st the door, and
a sleepy-evedd colchman yawns on the box.

Hush! vonder from the house-porch comes
Mrs. Munster und by her side the little figure
that I love,

The prmud spirit s broken this morning.
and the little eves look soft and wet, Muade-
line clings to her protectress, and nods adien
to the servants, who tlock around to bid her
farewell,

She does not look thls wav., Does she
think at all of the poor friendless boy whose
heart she has lilled with ber beaoty, and
whose eves are watehing her <o wildly from
the curtained bed-room window up above?

The conchman eracks his whip, the horses
break into a trot, the little one leans out, and
waves her handkerchief until the carriage
rounds the eorner, and is hid froam view.

Mndeline! Little Madeline!

1 have fallen upon my knees by my bed-
side, and am passiopately kissing the lock of
hauir | begoed from her last night. My heart
seems breaking, All the world has grown
dark for me in a moment.

To what new trouble 5 thisthat I am
about to waken, now that the one star of my
life’s dawn has faded away?

CHAITER I1I.
AFTER TEN YEARS, | BEGIN LIFE IN EARN-
EST.

The prologue over, the drama of my life
begins, There s always a prologue of some
sort, in which the keynote of life I8 generally
struck for good or evil, pleasure or pain.
Mine jsthe eplsade of Little Madeline. Much
of the spirit of what bas been told will sur-
¥ive in the events which 1 mm now about to
narrate.

Madeline Graham faded at onece and for-
ever out of my boyish existence. I neither
saw nor heand from her directiy:; but smne
months after her arrival in her distapt home,
there amrived a wonderful parcel, full of dried
fruits, nuts, and other foreign adibles, ad-
dressedd, in the hand 1 knew, to “Master
Hugh Trelawney,” at Munster’s. My school-
mates laughed wildly on its arrival. 1 tore
it open, expecting to find some message in
writing. showing me that [ was not forgot-
ten. There was not a line. With & some-
what heavy heart, 1 distributed the more
perishable froits among my school-matesy
reserving a very little for myself—for I had
no heart toeat. [ stored up many of thenuts
in my trunk, till they were quite moldy and
rotten. When I was obliged to throw them
away, I seemed to enst away at the same mo-
ment all my hope of seeing my dear little
love again.

No other message—no other gift—ever
came; though 1 wrote, in my round, boyish
hand, a little letter of thanks and kind
wishes, All grew silent. Little Madeiine
might be Iying in her gmave, far over the
lonely waters, for aught | knew to the con-
trary.

T remained at Munster's until I was four-
teen. In all these years I never forgot Made-
line, never esased to mention her name every
night when 1 praved by my bedside, never
relinquished the thought of some day sailing
across the oeean and looking on the dear
bright face again.

This Intense and solitary passion became,
if I may %o express it, the seeret strength of
my life. Jt brightened the coarse and indi-
gent experience of school-life, filled it with
tender and mysterious meanings and associa-
tions: it made me inquiring and tender, in-
stead of hard and mean; it determined my
tastes in favor of beanty. and made e rever-
ence true womanhood wherever | saw it. In
& word, it gave my too commonplace experi-
ence just the coloring of romance it needed,
and made the dry reality of 1ifé blossom with
simple poetry, in a dim reilﬁlom light from
far away.

What wonder, then, if, at fourteen, I found
myself reading Im‘lﬂﬂﬁ books and writ-
ing verses—of which early compositions, be
certain, Madeline was the chief and never-
wearying theme,

1 had taken tolerable advantage of Muon-

Marthi is better than nolwddy, my dear

BSOS

at the ¢nd of which
ed from my mysterions relative.  This time
it filed o Dring with it disgust or amaze-

L) F opr i e

least, to deplore bis loss

thoughts, and so¢ing no solution to them, 1

dread for what was to follow.,

she I}mi broughit in with her, and said:
“You must wear this one now, Hugh.”

ed, “my poor bov,”

to the grave. The tears came it
man's eves, and she ook my haod

“You will never see him again,” she said;

before we received the news  But you

brave boy.” she adided, “and must not grie
1t is sudd for you
{0 ¢ome sooner
GIMA IS VOUILE, SO |
better able t

“Mrs. M

3"- to :h-“nll

The good lady shook her
“] don't k

“your poor father has not left you a sixpen

0

Il'-‘-:h.“ she added suddenly UAVE® YO any
relations?*
“Noy ot oie

“Are

my dear

would not

» one belng to whom 1
oot possibl ¥y any elsim,

“NO uncies, or
Mr=, Munster: v
“Yes, M= M

Kot an annt

. L}
stiddeniy L execinimed
tier; now | remat
east, I had an

mt; but

“1 never saw her.'
“Neversaw her”

ster. “*ls she marriod ™

I reflectedd for a moment, then | remen
ed having scen letters addressed  to “Mrs
Pendragon,”™ and [ salid as mue!

‘And where does she Hve?™

St Garlott’s, Cornwall.

Mr<. Muonster wrote it down

“Mrs. Pendragon, St Gurlott’s, Cotn
wall,” It looks promising. as | dare say St
Lsuirjott

5 s a very small place, Make yvour

sell a= contentesd as vou ecan for g few davs,
myv dear. | will write to the Indy and  ask
her what shie means to de.

I rould do nothin o bt wait, and 1
eordi ) ongh 1 found 1t ntterly
e to take Mrs Mun<ter's 1‘.!\:”.,
and preserve a oontented Drme of mind.

My exoemdinzly

v il =» LI

sy

revaliections of my
annt's comamin

such as to 1

ns were by no means

contidence, | began to

ask mysell, tor the fiest thne, why i nas <he

hiad never been pernmitted fo visit my mother
In her home: why my mother, who was vl
dently fond of her sister, il never male a
journey into Cornwall to see hetr; above all,
whi v aunt bad newv come to visit NI'.I
owl wedlicr when she was dying? Thus )
speculnted for foar davs, at the enddl of that
timee 1 saw M= Munster reecive a letter,
open it read B ang glanee strangely at me
“It Is from your annt, my dear.” she said: |

then, looking at the letier again, she added

“She ix yoor au I stupprinses?
“Frovmn M=, Pendrazon I nskicl,
'\.l-_.l"l:l'Fll-'“ l. with a
“Prom vour Aunt Martha

I watibod to besr wioty, but 1o more eanme.
Mrs. Munster agaln tiened  her attention to

the letter and began studying it as intently
as if sha were earetu Iy work

e oub solne

abstruse mathematical problent,  Presently
her husband came
handed bim the letter, My eurlosity neoeivied '

into the room, and she

a tresh stimuins when | saw him start st
sight ol it read it twice, amd then glanee, as |
I thoughit, half pityvingly at me

“1 supposs it7s all right e saled, tormmg

to his wife: “the Hhoy st 2o

She nodddied her head thonelittully

SI seems A ity dos=n't It after the

eation be has had she said to her husband ;
then, turning to me, she addml, *Let e see,
Hugh, how old are you pow?'

1 replied that 1 was fourtecn
“Aud are you sure you have no otier rela

tions except this—this Aunt Martha, ns she
calls herself?™

I replied that during the last few days |

had been racking my brain incessantly on
that su

jeet, but without avail.
“Well,” she sail, “I suppose your Aunt

gond-natured sort of person, aud is

quite willing to give von a home; but it
seems 4 pity to take vou fromn school before
yonr education Is complete, and it we conld
tind another relation who wonld let you stay
Lere it wo
will write a
of some one, though you do not—your fath
er's relations, for instance; but if she does
not—why, the only thing you can do is to go
to Cornwall.”

be so much  better for you. |
n to your aunt; she may know

I necordingly had to wait a fow more days,
time a letter was receiv

ment, and conveved only disappointment.
“Your aunt tells me she is your only rela-

tive on yvour mother's side,” said Mrs. Mun

ater, “and your father's family she knows
nothing about. She has fixed Thorsday as

the day on which youn ar to go to her; there-

fore, my dear child, T s0¢ no help for it; you
must leave us!”’

Thus it was settled. On the Thursday
morning 1, acesmnpanied by my small stock

of juggage, started on my travels, and saw

the last of Munsters

| TO BE CONTINITED.

A Broadway Incident »

It “'Il_‘-l"“-']bl’.l':lfl‘i_\' hot, and the Jlittle

woman yvesterday afternoon trudged
puinfully up the west side of Broadway
under her burdens. These were a hure
bundle, apparently of eclothing, which
ghe held under her right arm, while in

her right hand she carried a big tin can

that could hold » gallon. On her left
arm, resting against her shonlder, was

a well-grown child, showing great ex-
hanstion from the heat. Calmly saunt-

ering in front of her, smoking his pipe,

with his hands folded behind him, while
be leisurely guzed at the wonders about
him,svas astrong, sturdy man. The

couple were husband and wife

Policeman 1.422 saw them coming
along. His face darkened with an omi-

nous scowl, and, striding up to the

man, be took him by the shoalder,
wheeled him about, and, tak the

child out of the mother’s arms, made

him carry it, and then pot the big ean
into the man's hand. Thke fellow
rrinned and made a motion as if 10 rid
t;immlf of the child and only carry the

ean, but Policernan 1,422 by determinea

gesticulntion gave him clearly to under-
stapd that he meant business. The little

woman at first looked startled, but as

she realized the situation she gave the
gray-bearded bluecoat a  smile of

thanks, and the crowd that had gather-
ed applanded him enthuosiastically.

“‘Men like him shouldn’t be permitted

to come to this country at all,” mutter-
ed big-hearted No. 1,422 as he mopped

his brow and looked daggers at the
Polish immigrant. “Why.” said he toan
inquiring by-stander, it was only yes-
terday that a wee bit of 2 womun came
along here with a trunk on her back,
and the loafer of a husband was walk-
ing at her side smoking a big pipe as
quietly as you please nnd not giving her
a hand. id I make him help? Well,
I should smile," and No. 1,422 stepped
into the gutter to give his hand to an
old man on crutches who was crossing
the street. —N. Y. Herald

Everything is Lovely and the Goose
Hangs High.

This expression is a corruption of an
old-fashioned saying that originated in
the early days of this country.

As most of you know, wild geese,
when they migrate in sutumn, form
themselves into lines shaped like the
letter V, the leader flying at the point,
the two lings following: and as they
sail away, far above the trees, and be-

Mmﬂum mr-munauif' HANDSOME

Then came other and mwre complicated She Drives Her
thoughts. If I had 110 langer a father to pay
for my mgintenance, what was to beeome of
me; for, a8 faras [ knew. 1 had po other
relstion in the world® Tuzzled by these

couid do nothing but wait In eagemess and

The next moming, when I was dressing,
Mrs Munster came into my bedroom and
banded we o jacket with a empe band on
the lert arm; she also pointed to a ecap which

Then she turmed, hent her kindly eyes up-
on me, and Kisssd my forehead and munnur-

I ventured to inguire whether 1 was to see
my poxir father in his coffin or 1o follow him

o the wo-

“never. He disd in America, and was buried

" &

my dear; but treuble s sure
It it comes when

Mo fmetTior » "
the better, for one i«

W, my dear,” she replied;

she continued. “Think,

L did think, but it was of no use, My bmin

INEE or cousins™ ' persisted

ber, I've

she may be dead, like father

“Laet us hope not™ sald Mrs. Muusstor,
“Well, my dear, tell me what she s like,
and where she §s to be found

“I dow’t Know what she s Hke 1 replisd,

"No: she never came tenr ns: but 've
heard Inther speak about her, She was my
motlier’s sister, and her name is Martha Pen-
dragon, and she lives at Comwall.’

“Marthn Pendrgon,” repeated Mrs, Mun

hear that mousae
ing mouse? It's driving me wild

she | = pLpR
turming oy

e T WE A A :
- w Ay
—

Mvoresd »
Death, and Thinks the Tragedy
Very Funny.

We were at the Air-Line Junctiom,
just out of Toledo, and the four or five
of us waiting for the same train became
guite friendly, as men will under the
circumstances. We were out on the
platform when s train came in from
other way and about a dozen passen-
gers pat off. Al of a sudden a middle-
aged man with a bald-bead and a pro-
fessional Jook about him-—he was one
of the five of us who were walting—
gave utlerance to one aof the bigpest
oaths 1o the swearing ealendar and took
a slep or two forward, We saw thgt
his attention bad been attracted to s
gonl-looking womun whoe was in the

company of a rather oldish and good-
]n‘--j\:'.'._: man Fhie woman left her
busband-—for so the man proved to be

and walked rigit up to our friend and

beld out her band andg said

“shake, Charley! You aren't looking

exactly well Divore and all that
doesa 't sgree with von first-rate.  Let
me intreduce vou to my hub”

“No! Never!” gasped the man. whose
face was as white as 3 sheat

*£), well, Just as vou ['-.'* HE He's a
roscred 1 At he wouldn't be jealous
ot your second wife picked ount. old

“For God's sake go away!l’

‘All right, Charlie. but I supposed
you'd be glad to see ms We didn’t
get along together very well as man and
wife, but we shouldn’t lay up any

grudges How's the foiks at home?
How's your business dolag? Anvbody

dead or married sinee [ left? Say,
Charlie, winat ikl the papers say
aboimt me anvhow

He held up his hands as if to keep ber
back, and she laughingly said

“Hal! but I ain't going to burt vou!
If you are going to stop bere for un
hour or two come up W our reom and
wi'll talk over old times

With that she bowed and turned
away, while our friend begun pacing
the long platform. One of the others
understood the ease and w hispered to
us

‘He was divoreed from her tivo yeurs
aga, and it nearly drove him 1']‘::!.}‘
She was and is a scheming, heartless,

| Inithless woman. Lands! bat how

dare =he talk 1o him after that fash-
fon!"”

About fifteen minuies o wain time
we went in to see about our luggage,
leaving the man still walking. We had
searcely  ieft the plattorm before =a
spoecial came dashing past.  We heard
the swhistle and the bell and the roar-
ing, and the sounds had not died away
when there was a shout of horror from
the platform Fhe divoreed husband
had flung himselt under the train, and
when it passed his body was a2 mangled

COrpse

he woman came down from the
sitting-room  into the crowd and asked
what had happened. Some one told
ber thats man had lung himsel! under

the wheels, and she wns given a descrip-

tion of the victim

‘Why, that's mv ¢ld Charley!' she
. i A

exclaimed as she ruised her hands.

“Naw, what could have possessad him to
lo such o thing! Why, it's so funny—

S0 very, very funuy thay he'd ot him-
self o ground up that way!™

She  ran back 1o the olge of the

crowd to tell her husband, and as she
explained the horror 1o him she tapoed
bim on the shoalder and said

»Now, then, you won't be jealous of

me agnin,  will vou?—UDetroit  Free

Fress
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Mark Twain as a Reporter,

Mr. Sieve Gillis, printer and joarnal-

ist, was the friend and room-mate of
| Mark Toain in the old davs when the

Intter was a reporter on the Call of this
city. They had  Jikewise sutfered and
trivmphed together in the sage brush,
the dustv green folinge of which lhl‘_\
frequently  succoedod  in turning to o
bright red Mark was, and is, a very
NErvous mai. Standl annovances rob-
bed the nerves, and it guve him malig-
nant pi--.'.wl'[n- Lo experiment upon those
of Mr. Clemens

“Steve, " eried Mark, in an agonized

voiee, shakine his bwdfellow out of an
appare |l|:!,_\. wofound slumber, ‘““do Yyou

it infernnl, gnaw-

O, hang the mouse, growled Gillis,
wmd snoring ostentationsly.

It wasn't a mouse, but a little machine

which Stephen was privately working
with a string for
pose of terrorizing

his friend

benevolent pur-

Mark lay and writhed, and cursed,

and enashed his tecth He cried so,
aad beat upon  the headboard He got
up and thr
walked around the room, and wrung
his hands and mwoistened his profanity
with tears of upotent l-\:l-.IW-ruhnu.
The mouse still gnawed, and Twain put
on his clothes und went forth and paced
the streets till morning, leaving his
tormentor o revel in bed.

w things under the bed, and

“Hello, Sam:; what in God's name

have you been doing?” asked Gillis an-
other night, starting out of real slesp
this time, and sitting up in bed. And
no wonder he was startled. Mark, un-
dressed, had just enternd the room. In

his hand he held a .l.np:mn--'- sword, as

sharp us a razor, a prized gift from

Bavard Taylor. This weapon was drip-

ping with blood. The clock struck mid-

night
1 LR 2 ”
“Blank him, he'll nevor crow again,

exulted the assassin, but even as he
crawled into bed the offending rooster
sent forth a eock-n-doodle-do that cansed
Mark to give n howl of foiled vengeance
and bury his head under the hlankets

In the morning it was discovered that
his one furious stroke in the chicken-
house bad bereft eicht hens of their
hq-:[rih, but the rooster hadl i'!'tl'.:l.l'('d. Ii".

owed his life to the fortunate eircum-

stance that he -,'o".p! or, rather, crow-

ed—at the end of the pereh farthest from
the door of the coop

“Steve! Steve, 1 say! Corse you, wake

up,” cqgue in a hoarse and furious

wiusper at < a4 m

Mr. Gillis awoke aud beheld Mr.

Clemens, olad only In his shirt, stand-
ing by the open window The night
was cold, and Mr. Ulemens was shiver-
ing violently. In his shaking hand was
| & revolver

“Steve,”' he pleaded, “vou're warm

and your nerve is good.  For God's

oot up and shoot this eat for me.

I've boen out in the yurd for an hour,
trying to get a bead on the brute, and
now that he's there on the fence [ can't
ki him—aoh, 1 know that I can't kill
him, plank bim! Get up, Steve, do,’

“Oh, let the cat alone. ™’
“What? You won't get up? Then,
by the Creator that made me, Steve

Gillis, I'll shoot vouw _l'm shaky., bat 1
can do that, if I can’t hit the eat!™

And Mr. Gillis arose and slew the cat

in self-defense, and Mark Twain went
out and brought in a bottle and sat np
till sunrise to celebrate the execution. —

San Francisco Post.
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They Were Delegates,

She was & lean, scrawny woman, and
she took the seat the third back from
the stove. He was short and fat, and
gat opposite to her. As soon as the coach
door was closed the car began to heat
up, and presently he *snapped his finger
at the brakeman and said:

“For Heaven's sake open sume of those
ventilagors!"”

“Don’t you do it!" exclaimed the wo-
man.

“Do you think 1 want to melt?" de-
manded the man, as he wheeled to face
her.

“Do yon think I want to freeze®" she
demanded in turn.

“Madam,” said the fat man, after
carefully surveying her, “if I was a mass
of bones I'd carry a hot brick when 1
traveled.”

“0, you would! H I was a mass of
pork I would carry a hunk of .ce with
Sie.”

The brakeman went into the smoking
ear to be clear of the storm, and the fat
man got up and opened the door. He
had searcely returned to his seat when
the lean woman got up and closed it

“*Madam?"’ :
“Sir?™
“I want that door oe‘cn!“ o~
“And I want it sho!™

&l




